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Notwithstanding the profusion of her wraps, Sal-ammbd shivered in the freshness of the morning, and was made dizzy by the unaccustomed motion of the horse and the open air. Then the sun rose ; it bit the back of her head, and involuntarily she became a trifle drowsy. The two horses ambled along side by side, burying their hoofs in the mute sand.
When they passed the Hot-Springs Mountain, they proceeded at a more rapid gait as the ground became firmer.
Although it was the season for ploughing and sowing, the fields as far as the eye could span were as forsaken as a desert; heaps of grain were spread out from place to place; elsewhere the reddened barley shed itself from the ear; and on the clear horizon, villages appeared in black, with incoherent and mutilated outlines.
Now and again a half-calcined piece of wall stood up on the roadside. The cabin roofs were falling in, exposing the interiors, where could be seen fragments of pottery, tatters of clothing, all sorts of utensils, and unrecognisable shattered objects. Frequently a being covered with rags, evidently startled by the equestrians, emerged from the ruins, its face incrusted with dirt, and eyes flaming, but always quickly took to its heels, or disappeared in a hole. Salammbo and her guide did not halt.
Abandoned plains succeeded each other. Over wide stretches of yellow earth spread out in uneven streaks, a black charcoal dust, lifted by their horses1 feet, rose behind them in clouds. Sometimes they vcamo to peaceful nooks, a, brook th,at ran amid long